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ould Make a Very Thrilling

Film!

"B 13 YOUR, LAST CHANCE.
T8 MARE A HT (N THe
SHARK FIGHT" Fium anes)
NOW 1ICK IN AND MAKE \T
Look REaL!! ETIR UPTME
WATER , THEN BRING HIM
UP IN "RoNT OF TUE
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g Mr. Jarr put on @&
face. “War 15 & tough propo-
y Ous,” he sald.
- “waa. not with our Kalser!" de-
elared Gus. “And when he hollera
_'sOeme on, boys!' waving his
" mshlager, by gollles, Il bet I'd go!"
" "Why, how fine!” exclaimed Mr.|
L Jarv, winking at Rafferty the buiid-
&, “You know, of course, the big,
German liners are held at the docks
Hoboken"——
% Hobokea? Interrupted Gus,
"~ temaing pale. “It ain't so!"
- *Look
Raferty

wife Lena wouldn't let me! Bhe sticks
her nose In everything!™

Kalaer led you with his schiager?”
Queried Rafferty.
in this country handling your lager."

only & young feller when 1 Isft the
Old Country, and T was in such a
burry to gt to New York to sea my
Uncle Ludwig what had a truck farm

my time In the army, and now |
gusas the Kalser would be sore nbout

CguTiEhl, 14 Fres Publishing On. (N, 7. Brinieg Werd, 3
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Oonited Statea? And aln't I an en-
rolled woter? Let all the trouble
makers what wants to fight go over
and fight, But me, | got enough
trouble fighting mit my wife Lena!"

“There, yov =ses,” sald Rafferty
turning to Mr, Jarr. *I told you Guas
wouldn't ge."

“0Oh. I'll go all right!" reterted Gun.
“Hut 1 ain't golng till I'm good and
ready. 1I'm a feller what can be
coaxed to fNght by my friends, but
to be made to fight with people 1
don't like, sooner would I stand up
agninst & wall and shoot mymself!"

*] think we are going to have good

“l thought you'd go anywhers the
“You'd better stay

*“That'a just 11" sald Gus. ] was

in Oonlon HIill, that I forgot to serve

it if I went back.
“"Anyway, aln't T a citisen of the

SRR TU RO I U R R RUR IR I R FU R SURC IR RN R BRI U

Gus Will Go to War, Will He Not?
Yes * * % ¥ He Will Not!

CEF P E LB IR JCR SO

“HELF WANTED!” '

hers in the newapaper.” sald

quietly. “Here is the nccount

of it, and hare are ihe plctures of the

J

“What are they walting at !!ohohnl
1" asked Gus uneasily. “Why don't |
g0 about their busineas ™ 1

. *They'll go about their business
- enough,” spoke up Mr. Jarr
»  "Thelr business la to take

el the patriotic Germans in this
ry who wish to fight for the
-

s mopped his brow. “I don't see
£ we got to do mit It," he mur-

b %

times,” said Rafferty, turning the sub-
Ject from Gua's martial record apd
desires. “I've n couple of thoupand
dollars lying ldle: now'd be a good
tlhu;e to buy dividend-paying stocks,
. '

A hollow groan greeted these worda
and Mr. Jarr and the bullder turned
to see Mr. Bamuel Stryver, thelr Wall
street magnate friend, clutching at
the bar, Mr, Stryver had on a vellow
green neckile and his complexion
malched it perfectly.

"What do you mean that we are
going to have good times? he asked.
“"How can a war bring anybody good
timea? Don't you know the Stook
Exchange had to closs because every-
body waa selling and nobody buying?
Do you know how many points
atocks dropped in a week? Do you
know how many peopls wars wiped
out?™ And he wiped his pipe.

“Well, that's what 1 was saying,”
repoated Mr. Rafferty. “War will cut
prices down to bed rock, and now Ia
the time for people who have & little
cash'' —

"I tell you, war ls just what Gen.
Bherman sald it was and worse!"

snaried the Wall atrest man. *Oh, to

tthink this thing should have bap-
| pened when I was long on the mar-
| ket!"

“If my wife Lena knew what Is
golng on mit the German boats tied
up in Hoboken to take me back to
the Old Country she'd be worried,"”
{whlnpurcd Gus. "We hatter not weor-
ry her, or she might get mad gnd
! make me go!"

“l don't see what right they bave
closing the Btock Exchange when 1
Kot some spare cash and want to buy'

good dividend- i . heap!
muttered l‘lﬂlﬁ){ hE e

="l should worry!" sald XMr. Jarr.
“I've :::' nothing to lpse, nelt
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HUSBAND'S DUTY AS

Youre A FIME onel-coming 1N
AT FWELVE CCLOCK LAST NIGHT! —You
HAVE ABOUT AS MUCH

EGG HAS —- ) SURE DIDN'T DO MUCH
THINKING WHEN | MARRIED You !

IDEA OF A
A COLD STORAGE

WELL! - D LikE

UP WITH You

BEING WHOD COME HOME TO SUCH COOWING
ASYOU "TURN OUT — WHNY | EVER SIGAED

HYMEN

TO KNOW OF ANOTHER.

IS ONE OF THE

EAL

‘A MARRIAGE SONG.” ——lebsten

Mother Instinct.

T the close of his talk before a
Sunday school the bishop im-
vited quastionm,

A tiny boy, with white, eager face,
at once held up his hand.

“Flease, #ir,” saild he, “why was
Adam never a baby?"

The blshop coughed In doubt as to
what answer to give, but a little girl,
the eldest of wsevera! brothers and
alsters, came promptiy to his ald,

“Pleane. xir," she anawered smartly,
“there wis nobody to Buss hlm."-—
Tu-Bita

—
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The Marked Spot.

T WAS in the Burnet Wooda Park
l last summer that & man hired a
boat., For almost the entire hour
that he was allowed he crulsed
around on the little lake and then
suddenly pulled for the shore,
“1 lost my watch overboard!" he

shouted as he neared the lunding
stage,

“Where? nsked the watchman.

“Iight heve,” returned the ons In
the boat. And pointing to = deep cut
in the side of his craft. ‘I cut & noteh
right where she went over,"—Cig-
slpoatl Commercial Tribune

be g

L 7

o W ke WA €
PERSONALS AND LOCALS.
ERE are soma extry aneery
sneers encered by Amos
Crahb, our local aneerer:
There may be some good
in everybuddy only it don't
allus camne out and show {taslf.

It's a lucky thing for wiost men
that they alu't jedged by the letiers
they werit durin courtahip.

When you hear a unmarried womin
denpdsin “mugh” ita a sign ahe ain’t
never tasted any.

The most sought afler thing in this
world {1 a flea.

Brad Tewkabury's hay fever Ia get-
tin worse stld of better. He says
he's glad his hired mon's name is
Ishood, because all he hns to do to
call him Is to sneexe,

Them elty folks, name of Hall, who
bought the old Spooner farm claim
to have discoversd a mineral well
back of the house, Hank Diggs, our
local well-digger, who dug the well
twenty year ago for old man Spooner,
says as how he kin understand how
the woler tastes differunt, but If it's
mineral it must bs the bonea of Lhe
heifer that fell into It three year ngo
has petrified.

Concord buggy for aale, cheap, All
it needs to be in shupe to use Is new
wheels, new shufte, new oprings, new
body, new axles, new seat and a coal
of paint, Ben Hellows, blacksmith.—
Adut, .

You kin have that buggy for $7. 1'll
put It In shape for you for $3% A
new one wouldn'l cost you much less,
Ben Bellowa.—Adil,

Mrs, Marths Cooper of Tannary

AY CouLDNY FIND
DAS SHARK , SO AY

FOUGHT HIM ?

Hickville Doings

From Our Hickville Correspondent

Hazen Conklin

*

rond lost three hens last night. Bap
aays as how she knows who done Ity
and If she could find out who it wha
she'd make It hot for him. Sence our
heroick constabule, Beth Bhutes, ham
bin visitin' in Pompton, N. J., crime
Is gettin' awful prosperous in our

midsl.

Miss Euphemla Hicks, our talented
young poeless, has writ a pome o8
War which was printed in the Hick-
ory Junction Chroniele. It ain't very
long, so0 here it Is. I's & Lurrible
thing—war, wo mean:

WAR.
Above, ahella busting overhead ;
Below, ten hundred million dead.
“laar e d "dis war! "lis awful war ]
Ten hundred milllon cannons roar,
Ten hundred million throats go dry
From yuising up the baltle cry;
Ten huwndred million dryer yet
That crave a drink of water wet,
Ten huwndred million heurin that beald
When sounds the bugle call: “"REe
TREAT!™
Ten hundred wmillion tongues (had
shout:

“The rm-ml; ia put to rout " 4

Ten hundred willion soldiers fleg-

Ten hundred millions' victory!

The batile's awful din s done—

One side has lost, one side has wen.

And thosr whao died rine up and say:

“Away with war! Away! Away!®
Amons Crabb, our local anesrer, saye

he didn't realize what a awful thing

war Is till he read this poms, He

says, footen up all them ten milllong,

I:._:?unt_ n! t-lll'l soma battle.
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